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lie and private life was curious enough. At home, she who,
in the part of a tragic princess, had some hours before been
deluged with bouquets and applauded to the skies, resembled
Cinderella after her escape from the ball, surrounded by all
the attributes of" poverty. The dwelling itself was scarcely
larger than the cobbler's stall,
"That served him for parlor, for kitchen, and hall,"
and consisted of a dining-room containing a table and a few
chairs, the bed-room of the rather and mother, and a kitchen,
of which Rachel had charge, and which was kept scrupulously
neat and in excellent order. In the kitchen was a steep stair-
case leading to an attic in which were three small beds; in
one of these slept Rosalie and Charlotte, in the other Raphael,
and in the third Rachel with the little Emilia, then three years
old. In this mean bed, used by day as a sofa, the star that
nightly drew all the denizens of the world of fashion to one
common centre was wont to con the splendid creations of Ra-
cine and Corneille, developing that marvelous faculty of inter-
preting each master-piece which astonished as much as it de-
lighted the public- Those who were then on terms of inti-
macy with her remember her in the little kitchen preparing
the vegetables for the pot au feu, chatting meanwhile with the
friend who had happened to look in, and now and then inter-
rupting her culinary cares to still the noise of the younger
children, over whom she exercised a maternal surveillance in
the absence of the mother. In all things, from the most tri-
fling to the most important, Rachel preserved the same quiet,
grave, even dignified aspect; and it was something akin to the
ludicrous to see her put down the carrot she was scraping- in
order to bestow the most unpoetical, the most matter-of-fact
of all corrections on the refractory little sister, with the same
unmoved, nay, almost solemn expression of countenance, then
return to her occupation and the subject she was discussing,
as though the interlude had been, a part of the performance
announced in the programme. There was no explosion of
anger, no violent scolding; the whipping was by rule, and
constituted part of a system.
Meanwhile the success of Rachel was daily on the increase.
The most aristocratic circles were anxious to have her appear in

